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Author's Notes: 
This little shameless Dave/James porn takes place in 1982, when James was 19 and Dave was 2I. This is one of 


my favorite underrated pairings that | feel deserves more attention. So here's something | wrote to combat 


that! Enjoy! 


In the earlier years, James had a hard time handling his alcohol. 


It wasn't to say he was a lightweight. He'd been sneaking sips from the alcohol cabinets for years, not to 
mention lighting himself up at parties and concerts. But small scale social drinking was a new concept to 19 year 
old James. He wasn't so aware about the competitive aspect of it, or how quickly demand would trump supply. 
He'd only recently met Dave; he only knew him about a year at the time, but Dave had aged so beautifully and 
so conveniently that he became the resident buyer. Dave turned 2l, and that was that-he was the alcohol 
supply for the rest of the band, not to mention all their friends. He was happy to do so, so long as they gave 
him the money to do it. 


They all began to somewhat idolize Dave for being the oldest of the group, James especially. He relied on him 


to get him drunk and that was held to a pretty high level of importance in James' eyes. 

However it wasn't hard for James to see that he was quickly running out of money. Upon opening his worn 
leather wallet and all but seeing flies emerge pitifully from the fold, he knew the party they planned for Friday 
night was going to be particularly uneventful, if it happened at all 

Unless he could find another way to get Dave to buy for him. 

James opened his fridge and popped the cap of one of his few bottles remaining on the side of the counter. 
The sun was going down already and he knew if he wanted Dave to agree to crash at his place for the night 
then he would have to make the call now. 

One sip deep and he was ready to call him up. 

"Hello?" 

James wiped his mouth on the inside of the collar of his red Smirnoff tee. 

"Yeah, Dave?" 

"Hey, James. Cuttin' it kinda close if you want booze today, man" 


"Nah, | was-.." 


James looked over at the couches in the living room, one solid heather blue, the other mismatched plaid, both 


dirtied with socks and jeans, with James’ bullet belt draped effortlessly over the back of one of them. 
‘| was wondering if you wanted to crash here tonight. | got booze in the fr-." 


James stretched one lanky arm over to the fridge and opened the door to both it and the freezer on top. 
There was still a couple bottles of Smirnoff tucked away behind bags of frozen peas and TV dinners. 


"Freezer, and TV, you know the setup.anyway-" 


Before James began to ramble, Dave interjected, already reaching around the floor with his foot for the socks 


he'd recently discarded. 
"Yeah-I'll be there in like fifteen minutes." 
Nothing more was said as Dave hooked his phone and ended the call. 


James was left waiting and wondering, while putting two glasses in the freezer, how to go about asking Dave 


for free beer, enough to fuel a party filled with thirsty teenagers. Maybe he could ask him to help run it, or 


charge at the door, or expect it to be repaid within the next 200 years. 


He threw himself down on the couch and polished off that beer he'd opened, so he could rid himself of the 


evidence before Dave got there. 
He could already hear it. ‘Maybe if you didn't hog it all you'd have enough for Friday, dipshit: 
Little did James know that his call had interrupted Dave's night alone; no girlfriend, no family, no friends, and as 


the phone rattled from across his little torn-up apartment he'd had his dick in his hand and his jeans pulled 
down to mid thigh. Frustrated, he stuffed his cock back in his pants and reached for the phone. 


He knew what James was calling for. He knew the alcohol in his house wouldn't last a day so long as James was 


concerned and he knew there was a party on Friday. 

He did end up a bit dumbfounded when James invited him over instead of asking him straight away for booze. 
But it didn't ease his suspicions. It wasn't a slumber party, and Dave wasn't in the mood for a night with his 
buddy. He interrupted him. Broke his concentration, when he was moments from splattering his Venom shirt 


with ropes of cum. 


What he was thinking about during that ritual was another story altogether, one that Dave wasn't too keen on 
sharing. 


But he'd make sure that James would find a method of payment. One way or another. 

He grabbed his keys and left. 

Meanwhile, James had already cracked open another beer to make it easier to ask Dave for free shit. Had he 
known the prediction he couldn't deny that Dave knew him better than he realized. James would be drunk by 
the time Dave got there. Or, at least buzzed. That's why he barely heard the feverish knock at the front door 
interrupt the exposition of Piranha. James slid on his dirty socks to throw the jeans off the couch-he'd 
forgotten to do that-before opening the front door of his apartment. Dave looked pissed. 

He had a backpack over his shoulder, probably filled with an outfit for tomorrow and an expectant wallet. 
"Hey." 

The coolness of Dave's voice quieted James a bit. 

"Hey." 

He stepped out of the way and locked the door behind Dave, who had already somehow reached the fridge, 


past the wood paneled walls. He found the cold glasses and chuckled quietly to himself, but it made James a 
little unsure of the outcome. He felt like he already knew why he'd invited him, which he did. But James didn't 


know how he was going to pay for the booze. 


Dave bypassed the glass James had put in the fridge for him and took one long, wincing swig straight from the 
vodka bottle. 


James just watched as a bead of condensation rolled down the side of the discarded glass. 


"That party's on Saturday isn't it?" Dave said, breathless from drinking. "Friday," James corrected. He crossed 


his arms over his chest and leaned on a hip. "I got you a glass," 


"| saw that," Dave removed the bottle from his lips with a little wet pop and pointed the mouth of the bottle 


in James’ direction. "I'm assuming you need to restock before Friday, yeah?" 


"Yeah." James wiped the bottle with the bottom of his shirt, exposing the smallest bit of golden midriff hiding 
underneath, and took his own drink. Dave had stared a little bit too long and James adjusted his shirt back over 
the waist of his pants. 


Dave averted his gaze in the direction of the living room. "You watching Piranha?" 
"I don't think you have any room to give me shit if you recognized it" 


"| wasn't givin’ you shit," Dave defended, taking the other bottle of vodka for himself and heading off to the 
living room. James sighed and shut the doors of the fridge and freezer. He definitely knew what he was up to; 
Dave never acted this weird unless he knew too much, knew a secret or had a plan. In this case he assumed it 
was all three. Dave managed to turn off all the lights on his way to throwing himself on the couch, the one 
adjacent to where James had been sitting. He threw a leg over the arm of the chair and threw his head back 
to wash down another drink of vodka. James watched his Adam's apple bob in the darkness and waited for his 


opportunity to speak. 


"Look, Dave," James started, setting the bottle down on the crusty wooden table and screwing on the lid. He 
flicked his eyes toward him and then back to the TV. 


"Yeah?" 
"You're coming on Friday, right?" 
"That was the plan" 


James’ continuation was decorated with the sound of Dave tossing too much back at once and coughing around 


the bottle. 


"You alright?" 


"Yeap-.anyway, what?" 
"Well, |." 


James noticed that Dave was actually looking at him now, like he actually acknowledged that he was speaking to 


him. He stumbled around his words. 
"| might have to cancel it. And | don't wanna do that." 


"Why? Not enough RSVP's or what?" Dave leaned his elbows on his knees and watched James’ every little 


mannerism. 


"No, well-l'm kinda shit broke. And you're drinking my last full bottle of booze. All | have is a case of beer in 
the fridge. That's prob-.probably not gonna cut it" 


James scratched the back of his head, through his frizzy blonde locks. Jesus, he thought, does Dave ever 
fucking blink? 


"No, YOU'RE drinking the last of your booze. We just stocked you up last week, man, you tore through it that 


quick? And now you want shit for free?" 

This was where he feared the conversation would end up. 

Dave, with an accusatory bottle pointed at James, finally let his intentions for the night fly free. "You're not 
getting shit for free. You're gonna pay and | don't think you're gonna be able to scrounge up cash to pay me 
back, am | right?" 

"Look, dude-" 

"No, | know how you are, Het" 


Over a scream on the TV Dave set his heavy glass bottle on the table. 


"Unzip your pants." Dave said, lowly, quietly. Almost to the point where to James, it sounded like a hallucination 


It didn't stop his eyes from shooting wide open, a million miles a second. 
"What?" 

"Take ‘em off, Hetfield You want your booze or not?" 

"Are you fuckin’ with me, Dave?" 


Dave's palms landed at the corner of the table, and he leaned forward. 


"Do | look like lm fuckin’ with you?" 


James blinked rapidly trying to focus his gaze on Dave. He looked pretty serious, he thought, and James' heart 
started hammering in his chest. 


He wasn't drunk enough to be hearing what he thought he was hearing. 
"Un.zip..your..pants, Hetfield” 


James scoffed in disbelief, but it was cut short when Dave's eyes never left his. He raised his scarlet 


eyebrows as if to say, "Well?" And waited. 

James swallowed his pride and took the zipper in between his thumb and index finger, far too aware of the 
sound of the teeth coming apart. He waited for Dave to burst into laughter and make fun of his compliance, 
but it didn't happen. Instead, Dave relaxed in his seat and laced his fingers together, utterly complacent. 
"What are." 


James gulped again and sank into the couch cushion. His legs were spread apart wide and his toes curled 


anxiously within his dirty, torn socks. 

"What are you gonna-..gonna do?" 

"Nothing," Dave responded, competent as he'd ever sounded. "Pull your jeans around your thighs.’ 

James chewed on the inside of his cheek while he lifted his skinny little ass up off the couch and pulled the 
jeans off, to stay around his thighs, like Dave said. The anxious pace of his blood pumping through his veins 
made sure that his cock was hardening in no time at all but James couldn't identify why. He felt it pulse 
against his briefs and prayed to god himself that Dave didn't notice. 

Dave took a second to admire the scene he'd painted before him. James, disheveled and flustered, holding open 
the flays of his jeans, waiting for further instructions. With every deep breath he took the confusion and fear 
in his eyes grew deliciously stronger. 

"You got a hole in those panties, there, James?" 

"Oh, fuck Dave, don't fucking make me-" 


"Answer me. Is there a hole or do | have to make you take those off, too?" 


James looked down at himself and saw that he was indeed wearing the grey ones, the ones with the buttoned 


hole. 


"Th-there's a.a hole” 
"Fan-fuckin'-tastic. Pull it out of there. 

"P-pull-." 

"Your cock, James. Do | have to fuckin’ spell it for you?" 

James covered his eyes with a clammy hand and shook his head 
"Fuck, dude. 


But nevertheless he carried on and did what he was told. Blindly he now pulled his half-hard cock out of the 
hole in his boxers, attempting to shield it as much as he could with his fist. 


"Look at me." 


James split his fingers apart to look at Dave but he snapped at him to take his hand away. Feeling vulnerable 
he pulled one foot up to the edge of the table, almost as if he was distancing himself. Really all it had 
accomplished was making himself look more innocent, and young; the hole on the underside of the sock allowed 


Dave to see every time his toes curled. 


"Now-" Dave picked up the bottle and took a quick, hasty drink, "finish up there. Get it rock fucking solid, hear 
me?" 

James, realizing the rule against hiding his eyes with his hand, threw his fluffy fringe into his face while he 
tugged a couple times at his cock. It wasn't long before he was fully hard, the mixture of anxiety and Dave's 
eyes undoubtedly searching every square inch of what was visible did him in in no time. His heart hammered in 


his ribcage and by now James could do nothing to hide how out of breath he was, from holding it. He sounded 
so needy, Dave thought. Already, so eager. 


"What's a matter, James?" 


James let his traitorous right hand do what it was trained to do when wrapped around his stiffened cock, and 
threw his head back into the couch. His bangs covered his eyes but he still saw the ceiling, and only the ceiling. 


His toes curled around the edge of the table. 
"Come on, easy. Start slow, yeah?" 


James’ jaw clenched shut. 


He moved his hand, still attempting to hide from Dave's eyes, slowly up and down. Dave quickly noticed that he 
twisted his hand halfway once he reached the base. Weird, he thought. He did that too. 


After a tortuously silent thirty seconds or so Dave instructed him to pick up the pace. James did so, and as a 


result let a small, impatient grunt slip out. 

"Yeah? That feel good?" 

James couldn't respond with more than an unceremonious ‘fuck’, so he grabbed the bottom of his sleeveless 
top and stuffed it between his teeth. He exposed every bit of his involuntarily flexing tummy, his hip bones and 
his soft waist. 

Dave shifted in his seat and adjusted his own jeans a bit. Not like James was in any place to notice. 

"Faster," Dave said, sort of under his breath and with noticeably less composure. 

James made small ‘mmph's and ‘mmh's with every quickened stroke, and sank in the couch until only his neck 
was bent against the back of the couch. Crooked, he lied with one foot up on the table and the other leg split 
wide around the corner, cock in his right hand, and his left hand now holding his bangs out of his sweaty, 


reddened face. 


Dave gave himself a quick, unsatisfying palm to his cock through his jeans just to create some friction, the 


lack of attention was becoming unbearable. 

"What? You think you can make yourself cum like that? Pick it up, fucker, come on" 

James’ red, round nose crinkled and his jaw tightened. Now it felt normal-as normal as it could feel touching 
yourself in front of your best friend-like he was jerking himself off to subpar porn or a passing thought by 


himself. 


His toes curled around the edge of the table but this time they stayed curled; his hips lifted momentarily off 
the couch in an attempt to fuck his fist and it sent Dave right off the deep end. 


"That's right, fuck your fist-.come on-" 

Dave folded a leg beneath him to keep his hands away from his own aching cock 

James’ shirt finally fell from his mouth, soaked in drool, and he let out a complete sound, an unraveled moan 
"Ahh-.Dave, I-." 


The sound of Dave's name caused his jeans to be soaked with a drop of precum but he denied himself the 


attention. 


"What? You gonna cum? Already?" 


He could see the veins and tendons straining in James’ hand as he fucked his own fist, gaining leverage by 


tugging hopelessly at the fabric of the couch with the other. 

"Oh fuck-fuck, l-..yes, yeah...” 

"Yeah?" 

James' eyes were shut so tight he never noticed Dave leaving the couch. 

"Ye.yeah-.” 

"Yeah?!" 

James was so close, so fucking close to painting his stomach white with cum before he felt Dave's huge, 
sweaty hand wrap around his wrist and tear his hand away from his cock. James nearly screamed in 
frustration 

"You get it now, fucker?!" 

James panted so hard that he felt as though he'd faint. Dave loomed over him, and he smacked his leg off the 
table to stand between them both. He grabbed James by the throat, thumb and fingertips on his jaw, and 
pinned his head to the back of the couch. James winced and bared teeth but stood as no defense. 


"You see how fucking frustrating that is? Thats what you deprived me of." 


James already had so little oxygen going to his brain that the added factor of Dave choking his lights out made 
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him squirm much quicker than Dave assumed. 

"What? You don't think that's fair?" 

James attempted to shake his head and gasped hard for air. 
"You don't think we're even now?" 


Dave placed his knee between James’ legs and he pathetically tried to buck his hips up against his thigh. He 


tore at Dave's hand around his throat to no avail, all the while. 
"You want more, Hetfield? You greedy little fucker!" 


James reached now for Dave's waistband, hoping to get his leg closer to grind against. Dave didn't give him the 


satisfaction. He only kicked the table back for room and straddled James’ shaking legs. Finally, he let James 
breathe, and breathe he did, sucking in the biggest gasp he could. He grabbed at Dave again, trying to get him 


closer, as close as possible. 


"Fuck you," James panted, but quickly the air was sealed as Dave grabbed a handful of wild blonde hair and 
Smirnoff shirt to kiss him. He half expected to get pushed off and kicked into the ground, but James surprised 
him. Truly surprised him. 


He reciprocated. He grabbed Dave's waistband and hastily undid his belt buckle. The sound of metal against 
metal clacking as the belt came free gave Dave another involuntary twitch. It was a messy kiss, too desperate 


too soon, all tongue and teeth. 


James, clearly not in a state of mind anything remotely like earlier in the night, started to unzip Dave's jeans, 


and thats when he stopped him. He grabbed both of his wrists again and the rough, sloppy, hot kiss paused. 
"Hold-..hold on Het, do you even know what the fuck you're doing?" 
James just grabbed Dave's face in his hands and pulled him back down, letting him settle his weight into his lap. 


"Shut up," he mumbled, around Dave's upper lip. What followed was a slower kiss; it felt as though the rush of 
the room around them had come to a screeching halt. James would have never admit it, but he was a sucker 
for a slow burn, a gradual make out session. Blue balls or not, any denial or embarrassment was completely 
out the window. Dave's tongue was so soaked in vodka that it almost stung as he pushed it into James mouth. 
They grabbed and ground at one another like the horny teenagers that they undoubtedly still were, alcohol 


factor or not. 


Just as quickly as Dave pulled James away from the couch by his shirt he had fallen onto his back, longways 


on the cushions. James scanned over what he could see of Dave as he loomed over him, and bit his cheek. 


That was when he'd realized he was still scared shitless of Dave, even after he tried so hard to pretend he 
wasn't. 


Dave's amber eyes looked black in the little bit of light that they had, coming in from the bay window, and 
dancing over him from the TV. He had a feeling that whatever was coming to him he wasn't gonna like. But he 
would do whatever he asked. 

He needed the beer, after all. And he told himself that it was the only reason he was so compliant: 


Dave wasn't so sure, though. 


Dave ripped his belt from the loops of his jeans. James sat dumbfounded underneath him and realized too late 


that the belt was being used to tie his hands together, above his head. 


"What the fuck, Dave?!" James scrambled and pulled his wrists apart as much as he could but Dave's weight 


on him winded him quickly. 


James squirmed but Dave put an end to it with a paw around his face. He smushed his cheeks together and 
James gave an unintentionally adorable pout. 


"What? You wanna be free?" 
"Cut it out, man, l'm not kidding-" 


‘Oh, believe me, I'd love to watch you choke on me while you beg for fuckin! mercy but that's not what l'm 


here for. Not this time." 


That ensured James that there will be a time where that is his reality. He tugged on his restraints, and the 


buckle scraped his arm. 

"In your fuckin’ dreams." 

Dave scoffed and ground his ass down against James, just to make sure he was still hard. And to no one's 
surprise, he was. James choked on a groan and squeezed his eyes shut. "MY dreams? Come on, kid! You're a 


little cocksucker, aren't ya? You always get your way, huh?" 


Dave kneeled back up and James bucked hopelessly back in his direction He grunted, so femininely that even 
Dave was shocked. 


"What? You want some more of that?" 


Dave's taunt was accompanied by the high pitched scream of a woman on TV. James nodded, but didn't say a 


word. 
"What was that? | think I'm fuckin’ goin’ deaf" 


"Fuck" James yelled, frustrated and bound, thrusting his hips up against nothing again. Dave chuckled at the 
sight of the strained, desperate cock pressed flush against his tummy through the hole of his boxers. 


"Tell me," 


Dave hovered his bony hand over James' cock and he whined as he sought it as a surface. "What were you 


thinking about? Right as you almost came all over yourself?" 
Dave pulled his hand away slowly, just to see if he would arch farther to reach it. He did. 


"Dave-" 


"Come on, tell me. I'm just fuckin’ dying to know." 
"| just.wa-" 
"You wanted to cum? Yeah, so did |!" 


James was about to punctuate his look of confusion with a mystified ‘What? but a loose bundle of fingers 
wrapped around his cock and his mind drew a blank 


"Oh, god-" 
"Oh, please," Dave groused. James bucked his hips up into his contact but Dave pinned his hips to the couch. 
James whined, giving up completely and slumping into the cushions. "You're just a dumbass horny drunk 


teenager and that's all you need me for, huh?" 


James attempted to shake his head ‘no' but he was too preoccupied with his desperate squirming to make it 


believable. 

"Do | just have to do everything for you?" 

Dave's fist tightened around his aching cock and it twitched within it. 

"Oh, fuck-" 

"I gotta get you drunk AND get you off? You can't even do this yourself?" 


James tried to yank his arms down from over his head out of pure threatened ego alone, but Dave grabbed 
his wrists and held them in place. "No no, | got it," he grumbled, smiling a frustrated fake smile down to James. 


His hand, still gripped tight around his cock, started to slowly twist up and down, toward his tummy and toward 
his thighs. His skinny, lithe tummy and thighs. 


"Oh, jesus," 

"Nah, you can call me Dave." 

James almost scoffed but it melted into a groan instead. Suddenly his hand disappeared from his groin and he 
almost thought he'd have to beg for it back, but within the same breath Dave's spindly fingers were in his 


mouth, gathering spit from his tongue. 


"God, you look good like that," he mumbled, pushing his middle finger deeper into his throat, earning a gag. 


"You're a fuckin’ mess." 


His hand returned to his cock, now slicked with spit, and James gasped for air underneath him. "Now we can 


really finsh you off, isn't that right, Het?" 
James just nodded and mouthed, ‘please’, only half hidden by bis frizzy blonde fringe. 
"What's that? Speak up, kid, you're fuckin’ mumbling. 

Dave stroked him once so hard that precum spilled out onto his shirt in one needy droplet 
"God, please! Fucking christ, Dave, please, just" 

Dave started chuckling as he stroked him harder, and faster, teasing him into begging for it. 
"Please just what? Say it, James, come on" 


James gripped tightly at the loose fabric of the couch cushions, within his restraints, and allowed himself to 


speak, even if it was into the crease of his bent arm. 

"Please, let me cum, please.—fucking-.” 

"You'd just let me do anything to you as long as | promised you booze, huh?" 

Dave's paw curled around James’ throat and he gasped to reserve some air for later. 


"What if | kicked your fuckin’ legs out and threw you to your knees and shoved my fucking cock down your 
throat, would you just sit there and take it? Would you?" 


Two fingers crawled their way up James' chin and back into his mouth. They hooked his jaw open while he 


fought for more oxygen 
"What if | bent you over that counter and fucked you so hard you couldn't stand? What about that, James?" 


James' cock twitched in his hand again and it only made Dave jerk him off quicker. His eyes rolled back into his 
skull and a little pulse of pleasure pounded in his gut, and slowly throughout his entire body. 


"Dave-" he gasped, as somewhat of a warning. But he didn't stop, or even slow down. 


"Yeah, you'd like that little ass of yours fucked, huh? Fucked by the same cock that fucks that bitch you've 


been eyeing?" 


James shuddered at the thought of Dave picking him to throw around rather than his girlfriend And he was 
impressed, or rather, horrified, by the fact that Dave even knew about his little crush on Dave's girlfriend. 


Girlfriend, of course, was a loose, untying term that never meant much to Dave. Clearly, James thought. His 


hand's around my cock. 
"Please-" 
"Please what? Fuck you? You think you deserve that? | shouldn't even let you fuckin’ cum all over yourself” 


Dave cut off his breathing for good with a tight grip on his throat but its main effect was quickening his 


heartbeat. It wouldn't be long now, and if he just pretended he wasn't so close, maybe Dave wouldn't notice.. 
"Time and place, little man, time and place." 


James squirmed hopelessly and his legs thrashed around. Dave held him so tightly by the throat that his face 


was almost completely reddened and sweat broke out across his forehead. 
"l'm.l'm gonna-" he whimpered, bucking wildly into Dave's fist. 

"Yeah? ‘sthat right?" 

He nodded and shut his eyes tight: 

"No you fucking aren't. Not yet. Beg for it 


Dave's grip tightened exponentially but his movements ceased. He left James to fend for himself, fucking up 


into Dave's hand if he wanted it anymore. 
"Oh, god, please Dave! Fuck! Please, for the love-." 
"How bad do you need it?" 


"So bad! So fucking bad, please!" 


"Then cum." Dave growled, through his teeth. He closed the gap between them with a power hungry kiss and it 


closed the sound of James nearly screaming at the top of his lungs. 


His body arched and froze, with his toes curled in his socks and his knees pressed together, and his fingers 
twisted into the couch. He shook as he spattered his shirt and Dave's hand with cum, not allowing himself to 
drop back down until he had to part from Dave's mouth for air. 


Then he lay, splayed on the couch with his hands above his head and his elbows winged out on either side of it, 
panting hard, eyes gently closed and nose reddened. His sweet mane was somewhat of a frizzed halo around 


him, and his shirt glistened with shallow little puddles of cum. 


Dave wiped his hand on his poor, abused red Smirnoff tank top and giggled. 
"Oh, James." 
His sandy eyelashes blinked open to reveal his dulled blue eyes. He looked over at Dave as he addressed him. 


"All you gotta do is say please." 


